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User Friendly 


The bar isn't anywhere near empty enough, and it suddenly hits me just how goddamned sick | am of touring. If 
| were home and wanted a drink, | could just grab whatever and sit somewhere and enjoy the company of my 
own thoughts. At most, David would be down for a visit, and we could just drink together on the couch, revel 


in the feel of having someone else there who knows 


That right there is why | can't drink alone - my thoughts keep going where | don't want them to. Tonight | 


don't need to think about David, because I'll start thinking of where he is. Or, more specifically, where he isn't. 


No more, no more. That name doesn't exist tonight, that man doesn't. There's a familiar face at the bar, let's 


sit next to him and drink until we don't know what's what. Good plan? Good plan. 
"Tico, hi. | heard you guys were staying here." 


"Heard right, apparently. Something strong, sweetheart, and if you can bring a whole bottle I'll be eternally 
grateful." 


"Rough night?" 


"Rough couple weeks, Rick" The bartender brings a bottle of whiskey and a small glass, walking away with a 
sympathetic smile. 


"Gonna drink all that?" 
"Only enough to erase said couple of weeks. So if ‘all that is what it takes, yes. 

"Ouch. Wanna talk about if?" 

"That would involve thinking about it, which would kind of cancel out the drinking” 

"David trouble?" 

Im not supposed to be thinking about that name, you bastard. "Did | just say | didn't want to talk about it?" 
"Sorry. | just - sorry.” 

He looks down at his drink. God, but he's got a young face. Like Da - like that guy I'm not thinking of tonight. 
Young, but not naive, not inexperienced. He's got the curly hair, too. And his last name could be his first name, 
just like.yeah 

| wonder if he kisses like Da - him 

Apparently | haven't had enough to drink, yet 


I'm not sure | like the way Tico's looking at me. | mean - he doesn't much look like he's planning on going 
upstairs alone. And normally that wouldn't be so disagreeable, but | know that if | end up in his room, or him in 


mine, or whatever, it won't be me he's with. 

"What about you?" 

"Hm?" 

"We're not talking about me, so let's talk about you. Why're you down here all alone, Rick?" 

Oh yes, let's talk about me. Let's talk about watching the guys in my band couple off - finding something in 
each other they never even looked for in me - or heading for their rooms with way too many women for one 
man. None of those girls even want to glance my way, unless it's with pity. Let's talk about how I'm the one 


who has to deal with why, with the reason I've got a half empty drink here and a completely empty room 
upstairs. Let's, itll be great fun 


"Guess we're not talking about you, either." He smiles ruefully at me. Bingo, Teek. 
"Can we get another glass for the whiskey?" 


Its not working. Hard as | try, my mind keeps hopping on the elevator back upstairs, wandering into my room 


to see if its still empty. 

It is. OF course it is. He's gone, fucking gone. And I'm not supposed to be thinking about that. The bottle of 
whiskey is half empty - David would correct me, tell me it's half full, and I'd pretend to get mad at him for 
being so nitpicky but really I'd be melting at how goddamned adorable he is - and lookit that, | sure as Hell 
haven't forgotten he exists yet. 


"So how's your tour going?" 


Rick shrugs. For some reason the normalcy of the gesture surprises me. Don't know why - he does still have 


both shoulders. If that's insensitive, Ill blame it on the whiskey. "It's going” 
"And how about you?" 

"We're not talking about me.” 

"| changed my mind, Let's talk" 


"If we talk about me, we're gonna talk about you after." Fine. Talking about me doesn't have to mean talking 


about hm 

"Fair deal." 

"So what is it you want to talk about?" 

"Why is it you're down here with me instead of swimming in groupies?" 

His eyes close, but first they dart towards his left side. Shit, wrong question. 

He drains his glass, eyes still closed, opening them when he turns to me. “Two reasons for that, and you can 
pick either one. The girls are too turned off by Stumpy over here to think fucking me would be a better 


choice than waiting in line for one of the others, or I'm too turned off by the faces they'd make when | got 
my shirt off. One of those." 


He reaches out and lays his hand on my shoulder, letting it slid down and linger at that point just before 


there's nothing but air under my sleeve. 
"There's nothing wrong with it, Rick Gives you character." 
"Right. So I'm not just another pretty face." 


He smiles a little, but judging from his eyes it's more to cover up whatever he really thinks than because he's 


amused. "Exactly." 
"Wasn't much of a pretty face to begin with, so maybe | should just take what | can get" 


The barest hint of a wince, and he finishes off his glass, pouring another one and holding the bottle out to me. 
Gee, Teek, is it that obvious how much | need it? 


A few more glasses. If he's trying to be subtle, if he thinks | don't notice that every now and then he slides a 
little closer to me, reaches for the bottle at the same | do so his hand brushes over mine, he's drunker than | 


thought. 

It's not me he's seducing. But as the bottle gets emptier, | care less and less. 

He frowns when he tilts it over his glass one more time and only gets a drop. He studies the bottle for a 
minute, lines forming on his forehead. If he concentrates just a little harder, maybe more alcohol will magically 
appear. He needs something to make him forget whatever it is he came to forget. 

"I think you've got a pretty face." 

"Yeah, but you're drunk" 

"Not that drunk" That's a lie, but I'll allow it if he needs to justify complimenting me. He leans in, | let my eyes 
do a quick who's-gonna-out-me around the bar, but it's empty, so | let him kiss me. Then | let him nibble his 


way to my ear, let him ask - beg - me to go upstairs with him. 


Begging to sleep with me? If it were really me he was talking to, this would be what I've been wanting for 


months. 


It turns out | don't give a shit what his motives are, and he wraps his arm around me as we walk to the 


elevators. 


Rick didn't kiss like David. He didn't moan like David, didn't arch the right way, the fingers tangled in my hair 


weren't as long as I'm used to. My name didn't sound quite right on his lips. 
The sun's coming up. My room is still sorely lacking tall pianists. | still haven't forgotten 


Rick was supposed to make me forget. | shouldn't still feel the empty space in my bed, there's a body there. 
But it's empty enough. Especially without an arm thrown across my stomach. David always holds on to me 


when he sleeps. 
Held. What the fuck ever. 
He only moves a little when | slip out from under him, his left shoulder twitching. 


| still miss David. | still feel like shit. And now, on top of it all, a twinge of guilt pokes at my stomach like a 


needle. A needle someone set on fire. One of us failed last night. 


As soon as | find another bottle of whiskey | can pretend it wasn't me. 


There's something to be said for waking up next to someone, ignoring any emotional connection (or lack of). 


Tico's breathing is slow and even, chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. 


There's also something to be said for not falling asleep on the wrong side, for not trapping my right arm under 
me so its sleeping more soundly than either of us were. | wonder if Tico knows I'd have my arm draped over 
his stomach if | could, I'd be running my fingers up and down along his chest and ribs if | had those fingers 


any more. 


His breathing hitches, and he yawns. Fingers come up to brush the hair out of my face, but | keep my eyes 
closed. | know what he's going to do, what he feels like he has to do, and itll be easier for him if I'm still 


sleeping. 


He starts to slide out from under me; the left arm in my mind tightens across his chest, holding him there. In 
reality he slips off the bed, padding softly around the room to find his clothes. The mental left arm reaches 
out when he sits on the bed to put his shoes on, rubs his back, coaxes him to stop and lie back down. Real life 
is apparently easier for him to comprehend, because the bed lifts and he walks away and the door opens and 
closes and my left hand clenches into a phantom fist and flops back on the bed. 


